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Or never more to view nor day nor light. 

Tis well Miftris, your choife agrees with mine,’ 

I like that well : nay how ablolute Ihee’s in it. 

Not minding whither I diflike or no. 

Well, I doe com mend her choyfe, and will no Longer 
Have it be delayed : loft, heerc he comes, 

I mud diflemble it. 

5 f' .... • 

Enter Pericles'- 

p r er ' AU Fortune^ to the goods into-, tides. 
jK,n g. To you as much : Sir, I am beholding to you. 
roryourlweet mulicke this 1 aft night: 

* doe P r °teft, my eares were never better fed 
v v xth fuch delightful! pleating harmony. 

x er. It is your Graces pleafore to commend,’ » . 

Not my defect. ' ■ - 

King. Sir, you are Mufickes Mafter. 

{/:'• T T he worft ©f all her lchollers (my good Lord) 
me aske you one thing; 
k What doe you thinke of my daughter, fir ? 

A molt vertuotis Princefie. 

^»g. Andftiee’sfairetoojisllienot? • 
r/.’ A ?,. a ^ aire day m Summer, wondrous faire-. 
a mg Sir, my Daughter thinkes very well of you, 
ifowdhthatyoumuftbe her Mailer, 7 

bt V °u r Sch ? ti f r > therefore looke to it; 
jcZ' cu l ! n .^ orch y tobe her Schoole-mafter. 

: A; , t J 11 " kes no ^ fo ; Perufc this writing elfe. 

Jh feeke not.ro mtrap me gracious Lord, 

Aftranger and diftrefied gentleman, 

I hat never aimed fo hie, to love your daughter 
But bent all offices to honour her, § ’ 

King, thou haft bewitcht my daughter 

And thou artavillaine. D S 

Pcr ‘ By thc Sods have not ; never did thought 

Of 


per taes Prince of Type* 

Of my levy offence ; nor never did my a&ions 
yet commence, a deed might gaine her love; 

Or your difpleafure. 

King. Traitor, thou Iyeft. . 

Ter. Traitor? 

King. Ijtraitor. 

per. Even in histhfoate, unlelfe it be a King, 

That cals me traitor, I r eturne the lie. 

King. Now by the gods I doe applaud his courage. 

Per. My atftions are as noble.as my thoughts,- 4 T 
That never rellifht of a bafe difeent .* 

I came unto your Court for honours caufe, < 

And not to be a Rebell to her ftate : 

And he that otherwife accounts of me, 

This fword lhall proove, hee’s honours enemie. 

King. No ? here comes my- daughter, flae can witnefte it. 

Enter .Thaifa. 

Per. Then as you are as vertuous, as faire* .. 

Refolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did ere folicite, or my hand fubferibe 
To any fillable that made love to you ? 

Thai, Why fir, ifyou had, who takes offence^ 

At that would make me glad? 

King. Yea Miftris, are you fo peremptory ? 

I am glad of it with all my heart, Afide, . 

Iletameyou, Ik-bring.you in fubjeclion. 

Will you, not having my confent, 

Beftow your love and your .afieiftions, 

Vpon a ftranger? who for ought I know, Afide'. 

May be ( nor can I thinke the contrary ) 

As great in bloud as I my fetfe. . • 

Therefore heare you miftreffe, either frame ■ 

Sf ri! t0 ,f?! ne 5 3nd you Cr > heare you, 
gther be rul d by me, or He make you 

an and wife • nay, come your hands 

- - P s muft feals it too : and being /oynd^ ? 




- !&•' 





